CHAPTER SEVEN
THE SUITB AT the White House traditionally used by the President and his wife is in the south-west corner. It consists of two large bedrooms, each with bath, and a small dressing room. We always had an open fire in these sunlit rooms, where we breakfasted alone, and so started each busy day quietly, with no servants in attendance after the big tray was brought and the small table laid. Anything to be kept hot was put on the hearth before the fire. I loved this little touch of home, for lunch and dinner were always shared with the rest of the family and the multitude of guests and relatives who constantly came and went.
Under the direction of my brother Richard Wilmer, the faithful Susan (my cook, maid and personal attendant for twenty years) had done much of the work incident to closing my small home at 1308 Twentieth Street. The furnishings of my own room were moved into the White House. My bedroom there was so enormous that it could easily accommodate the pieces I brought, and I felt more at home with some of my own things around me. I took there also my piano and books. But the thing that caused much merriment to Helen and Margaret was die arrival of rny Wilcox and Gibbs sewing machine, for they both said: "When do you think you will ever have time to sit down and sew on it?" Truly they were right, at that time, for the twenty-four hours never seemed to have minutes enough to encompass all the things the wife of the President must do. But in a little over a year when we entered the World War, the wheels of that machine seldom were idle as we turned out in stolen moments pyjamas, surgical shirts, etc., for the Red Cross.
I tried to arrange my own appointments to correspond with those of the President, so we might be free at the same times. We found that we both could work better with the happy prospect of being together afterwards. Tasks pressed
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